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| Buck Mr. Macklin, 
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| Roger Mr. Dunſtall. 
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Peruke- mal er | 
Gamut, muſic-maſter 
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Between Mr. MacxLin and his Wire. 


She. TO conradict me!—Bleockhead! ideot ! fool! fot! 


He. But amidſt theſe hard names, our di Mule 
is forgot. 

To contradict you I know is high-treaſon ; 
For the will of a wife is always her reaſon. 

She. No, Sir, for once, ll give up my pretenſion, 
And ſubmit to the pit our cauſe of diſſenſion. 

He. I agree; for the pit is our natural lord. 
Ladies 
She. — Hey ! how come you to claim the firſt word? 
Gentlemen, my husband and I have had a diſpute, 
Where the difference lies 'twixt a man and a brute; 
Which we beg, whilſt the folks for the farce are preparing, 
You would pleaſe to decide, and give us the hearing. 
— Hem! ben 

After Plutarch of Rome! and Virgil of Greece! 
And Iliads, and Eniends, and authors like theſe; 
J boldly affirm, deny it who can, 
That in laughter conſiſts the true eſſence of man, 
Whilſt my husband 

He, Nay, pray let me ſtate my own caſe, 
And I'll make it as clear as the noſe in your face, 
That hiſſing in man preſerves the firſt place. 
To begin then with critics ;-—'tis their capital bliſs, 
Than to laugh, — don't you find it more pleaſi ng to hiſs? 
In this all agree; eus] Infidels ! Turks ! 

She. I grant it, ſweet Sir,—if you mean at your works, 
Yet even *gainſt that I've a potent objetion ; 
For every rule ſtill has its exception : 
Tuo they hiſi d at your farces, your Paſquin and ſiuff, 
At your tragedy ſure they laugh'd hearty enough. 
And again, Mr. Wiſeman, regard the world round, 
Tis i in mankind alone that laughter is found ; 
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Whilſt your favourite hiſſing, ſage Sir, if you pleaſe, 
You enjoy but in common with ſerpents and geeſe.” - 

She. And ar'nt you aſhamed—(tis no time to diſſemble,) 
O critics! theſe creatures in this to reſemble ? 

He. Not a jot ; in this place "tis of ſingular uſt, 
Of bad prets and players to reform the abuſe. 
In the practice, kind Sirs! were 1 fit to adviſe, 
The hiſſing like geeſe I would have you deſpiſe, 5 
And copy the ſerpent, —be ſubtle and wiſz, 
But free from his vonom. Melli Sirs! What d'ye ſay ? 
It your judgment 

She. Let us wait *till the end of the play: 
In the progreſs of that we ſhall eaſily find, 
Whether laughing or hiſſing is moſt to their mind. 

He. Pm fare they will bif5. 

She. And I hope they'll be king. 


THE NEW 
BoOCccASIONAL PROLOGUE 
| WRITTEN 

by Mr. GARRICK; 


SPOKEN 


by Mr. FOOTE. 


HE many various objects that amuſe 
Theſe buſy cutious times, by way of news, : 


Are, plays, elections, murders, lott'ries, Jews ; 
All theſe compounded fly throughout the nation, 
And ſet the whole in one great fermentation |! 


3 True Britiſh. hearts the fame high ſpirit ſhow, 


2 Be they to damn a farce, or fight a foe. 
One day for /iberty the Briton fires, 


The next he flames — for conning, or for ſquires, 

In like extremes your laughing humour flows; 
Have ye not roar'd from pit to upper rows, 5 
And all the jeſt was, what ?—a fidler's noſe. 

2X Purſue your mirth ; each night the joke grows ſtronger, 
For as you fret the nan, his noſe looks longer. 
Among the trifles which occaſion prate, 

Even 1 ſometimes, am matter for debate. 
Whene'er my faults, or follies are the queſtion, 
Each draws his wit out, and begins diſſection. 

Sir Peter Primroſe,” ſmirking o'er his tea 

Firſt ſtrokes his eye-brow, then deſcends to me. 
Papers boy—here Sir | Tam what news to-day? 
Foote, Sir, is advertis'd—what—run away ! 

No, Sir, he acts this week at Drury-Lane; 

How's that (cries Feeble Grub) Foote come again? 

I thought that fool had done his devil's dance; 

Was not he hang'd ſome months ago in France? 

Up ſtarts Machone, and thus the room harrangu'd; 
Tis true, his friends gave out that he was bang'd, 


i But to be ſure, 'twas all a hum, beeaſe 

| J have ſeen him ſince, and after ſuch diſgrace 
N No gentleman would dare to ſhow his face. 

| To him reply'd a brawny bonny Scot; 

| You raſin reet, my frynd, haunged he was not, 
f But neither you nor I can tell how ſoon he'll gang to 
| pot. 

| Thus each, as fancy drives, his wit diſplays, 

{ Such is the tax each fon of folly pays. 

| On this my ſcheme, they many names beſtow, 
| Tis fame, tis pride, nay worſe - the pockets low. 
0 1 own I've pride, ambition, vanity, 
And what's more ſtrange, perhaps, you'll ſee 
Tho' not ſo great a portion of it—modeſty, 
For you I'll curb each ſelf-ſufficient thought, 
And kiſs the rod, whene'er you point the fault. 
Many my paſſions are, tho' one my view, 


They all concenter, in the pleaſing you. 


to 
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THE : 
NGLISHMAN in PARIS. 
ACT I SCENE I 
Enter *. Subtle and Ms Claſſic. 


Mr. Subtle, 


4 \ ELL, well, that may be; but ſtill J fay that a 
$ Frenchman ——— | | 
x Cl. Is a fop; it is their national diſeaſe; not one 
of the qualities for which you celebrate them, but owes 
its origin to a foible; their taſte is trifling, their gaiety 
XX grimace, and their politeneſs, pride. 1 
Mr. Sub. Hey-dey ! why what the duce brings you 
to Paris then? | | 
Cas. A debt to friendſhip; not but I think a ſhort 
j reſidence here, a very neceſſary part in every man of fa- 
ſhion's education. | 

Mr. Sub, Where's the uſe ? | 

Calf: In giving them a true reliſh for their own do- 
meſtic happineſs, a proper veneration for their national 
liberties; a contempt for adulation ; and an honour for 
the extended generous commerce of their country. | 

Mr. Sub. Why there, indeed, you have the prefer- 
ence, maſter Claſlic ; the traders here are a ſharp ſet ; 
cozening people; foreigners are their food ; civilities 
with a—aye ! aye ! a congee for a crown, and a ſhrug 
| -n a ſhilling; deviliſh dear, maſter Claſſic, deviliſh 
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Claſſ. To avoid their exactions, we are, Mr. Subtle, 
recommended to your protection. 

Mr. Sub. Aye! and wiſely they did, who recom- 
mended you: buy nothing but on mine or my lady's 
recommendation, and you are ſafe. But where was 
your charge ? Where was Mr. Buck laſt night ? My lady 
made a party at cards, on purpoſe for him, and my 
ward Lucinda is mightily taken with him; ſhe longs to 
ſee him again. 

Claſſ. I am afraid with the ſame fet his father ſent him 
hither to avoid; but we muſt endeavour to inſpire him 
with a taſte for the gallantries of this court, and his 
paſſion for the lower amuſements of ours will diminiſh 

of courſe. 

Mr. Sub. All the fraternity of er are Ge 
that purpoſe without; taylors, peruquiers, hatters, ho- 
fiers——Is not that Mr. Buck's Engliſh ſervant ? 

Enter Roger. 

Claſ. Oh! aye, honeſt Roger. So, the old doings, 
Roger; what time did your maſter come home ? 

Rog. Between five and fix, pummell'd to a jelly: here 
been his two of his old — follow'd un already; 
I account we ſhall lia the whole gang in a ſe'nnight. 

Claff, Comrades, who? 

Rog. Dick Daylight and Bob Breadbaſket the bruiſers: 
they all went to the ſhew together, where they had the 
devil to pay; belike they had been ſent to Bridewell, 
had'nt a great gentleman in a blue ſtring come by and 
releas'd them.—1 hear maſter's bell; do, maſter Claſſic, 
ſtep up and talk to un; he's now ſober, and may 
hearken to reaſon. 

Clefſ. J attend him. 
af the way. 

Mr. Sub. 1 ſhall talk a little with the tradeſmen. A 
ſmoaky fellow, this Claſſic, but if Lucinda plays her 
cards well, we have not much to fear from that quar- 
ter: contradiction ſeems to be the life and ſoul of young 
Buck.—A tolerable expedition this, if it ſucceeds, 
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but by his means to get rid of Lucinda, and ſecurely 

pocket her patrimony ;—aye ! that indeed 
Enter Mrs.-Subtle, 

Oh ! wife ! have you Nr 'd the plot? Does the girl 

come into it greedily, hey ? 

Mrs. Sub. A little queamiſh at firſt ; but I have open'd 
her eyes, Never fear, my dear, ſooner or later women 
will attend to their intereſt, 

Mr. Sub. Their intereſt! aye, that's true; but con- 
ſider, my dear, how deeply our own intereſt is concern'd, 
and let that quicken your zeal. 

Mrs. Sub, D'ye think I am blind? But the girl has 
got ſuch whimſical notions of honour, and is withal ſo 
decent and modeſt: I wonder where the deuce ſhe got 
it; I am ſure it was not in my hovſe. 

Mr. Sub. How does ſhe like Buck's Þerſon ? 

Mrs. Sub. Well enough! but prithee, huſband, leave 
her to my management, and, conſider we have more 
irons in the fre than one, Here is the marquis de Soleil 
to meet madam de Farde to night, - and where to put 
'em, unleſs we can have Buck's apartment; Oh! by 
the bye, has count Cog ſent you your ſhare out of Mr. 
Puntwell's loſings a Thurſday ? 

Mr. Sub. IJ intend calling on him this morning. 

Mrs. Sub. Don't fail! he's a ſlippery chap you 
know. 

Mr. Sub. There's no fear, wen, but our pretty 
countrywoman lays about her handſomely! ha! 
hearts by hundreds! hum! 

Mrs. Sub. Aye! that's a noble prize, if we could 


but manage her; but ſhe's ſo indiſcreet, that ſhe'll be 


blown before we have made half our market. I am this 
morning to give audience on her ſcore, to two counts 
and a foreign miniſter. 

Mr. Sub. Then ſtrike whilſt the iron's hot: but 
they'll be here before I can talk to my people ; ſend 'em 
in, prythee, # 
: Enter Tradeſmen. : 

Mr. Sub. So, e oh! buſh! we are inter- 
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lf rupted : if they aſk for your bills, you have left them 
| | at home, f 

Enter Buck, Claſſic and Roger. 

Buck. Ecod, I don't know how it ended, but I re- 
member how it begun. Oh! maſter Subtle, how do'(t, 
old Buck, hey? Give's thy pay ! and little Lucy how 

| fares it with ſhe? hum! 


Mr. Sub. What has been the AY ſauce ? Your pen 


face ſeems a little in deſnabile. Luc. 
ö | Buck, A touch of the times, old boy! a ſmall ſkir- C 
5 | miſh ; after I was down tho?, a ſet of cowardly ſons of mor 
N | | - ; there's George and I "will box any five for their ple, 
1 | ſum. ladi 
1h Mr. Sub. But how happen'd it? The French are ge- 1 
i | nerally civil to ſtrangers. 


| | Buck. Oh! damn'd civil! to fall ſeven or eight up- 


on three: ſeven or eight! ecod we had the whole houſe 
upon us at laſt, 


. Mr. Sub, But what had you done ? 
| | Buck. Done! why nothing ar all! but wounds how 
| the powder flew about, and the monſieurs ſcour'd. 

Mr. Sub. But what offence had either they or you 
committed? 
Buck, Why I was telling domine, laſt night, Dick 
Daylight, Bob Breadbaſket and I were walking through 
one of their Rues I think they call them here, they are 
ſtreets in, London; but they have ſuch deviliſh out. of- 
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thing in the world but a joke, as I hope for mercy, 

but ties her locks to the rail ; ſo when 'twas her turn to | 
figure out, ſouſe ſhe ſlapp'd on her back; 'twas deviliſh 1 
comical, but they ſet up ſuch an uproar, one whey- 
fac'd ſon of a bitch, that came to looſe the woman, | 
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turned up his noſe, and call'd me Bete; ecod, I lent 


him a lick in his lanthorn jaws, that will make him re- 
member the ſpawn of old Marlborough, I warrant him: 
another came up to ſecond him, but 1 let drive at the 
mark, made the ſoup-maigre rumble in his bread-baſket, 
and laid him ſprawling ; then in pour'd a million of 
them; I was knocked down in a trice ; and what hap- 
pen'd after I know no more than you. But- where's 
Lucy? I'll go ſee her, 

Claſſ. Oh fye! ladies are treated here with a little 
more ceremony: Mr. Subtle too has collected theſe peo- 
ple, who are to equip you for the converſation of the 
ladies. 


Buck. Wounds ! all theſe! what, Mr. Subtle, theſe 
are mounſeeres too I ſuppoſe ? 

Mr. Sub. No! ſquire, they are Engliſhmen : faſhion 
has ordain'd, that as you-employ none but foreigners 
at home, you mult take up with your own W L4s 
here. 

Claſſ. It is not in this inſtance alone we are particu- 
lar, Mr. Subtle; I have obſerv'd many of our pretty 
gentlemen, who condeſcended to uſe entirely their na- 
tive language here, ſputter nothing but bad French in 
the ſide-boxes at home. 

Buck, Look you, Sir, as to you, and your wife, and 
miſs Lucy, I like you all well enough; but the devil a 
good thing elſe have I ſeen ſince I loſt ſight of Dover; 
the men are all puppies, mincing and dancing, and chat- 
tering, and grinning: the women a parcel of painted 
dolls; their food's fit for hogs; and as for their lan- 
guage, let them learn it that like it, I'll none on't ; no 
nor their frippery neither : ſo here you may all march 
to the place, from whence you——Harkee ! what are 
you an Engliſhman ? 

Barber. Yes, Sir. 

Buck. Domine ! look here, what a monſter the mon- 
key has made of himſelf? Sirrah! if your ſtring was 
long enough, I'd do your buſineſs myſelf you dog, to 
ink 4 bold Briton into ſuch a ſneaking, ae 
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the raſcal looks as if he had not had a piece of beef and 


pudding in his paunch theſe twenty years; I'll be hang'd 


if the rogue ha'nt been fed upon frogs ever ſince he came 
over, Away with your trumpery ! 

. Clofſ. Mr. Buck, a compliance with the cuſtoms of 
"be country in which we live, where neither our religi- 
on or morals are concern'd, is a duty we owe ourſelves, 

Mr. Sub. Beſides, ſquivs, Lucinda expects that you 


| ſhould uſher her to public places; which it would be 


impoſſible to do in that drefs, 

Buck, Why not ? 

Mr. Sub. You'd be mobb'd. 

Buck, Mobb'd ! I ſhou'd be glad to ſee that, No; 
no, they ha'nt ſpirit enough to mob here; but come, 
ſince theſe fellows here are Engliſh, and 1 it is the faſhi- 
on, try on your fooleries, 

Mr. Sub. But previouſly, ſquire, we muſt give you 
a taſte of two arts indiſpenſibly requir'd in a lady's fa- 


vourite. 


Buck, What are they? 

l Dancing and fencing ; the firſt for the advan- 
tage of your own perſon, and the ſecond for the pro- 
tection of theirs. 

Buck, As to fencing why I don't care if I do take a 
bout, or two, but for your dancing why what the devil 
good will that do me? A hornpipe indeed is well en- 
ough, but there, I believe, I am able to teach moun- 


OE: hey how many (teps have yu got? toll... tol | 


5 dre. " * 


- Kidding, Oh fye, my lor, tout « fait; beneath your | 


dignity, and give me leave to obſerve avec reſpect, that 
dancing is a ſubject you have not ſufficiently conſider- 
ed, for that nothing ever was or ever can be properly 
dane without the information of this amiable art. 

Buck, The devil! 

Kittean. Nor has there been one ao fallen ty 


the ſhare of an individual from the ſiecle of Adam down 


to Lewis Quinze but what owes its ſource to an ignor- 
-ance in dancing, 
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Buck. How ſo? 

Kitteau, Why when a ſovereign or a ſubject either in 
matters of government, in affairs of war, or in the ma- 
nagement of a private family happens to be a little un- 
happy in his conduct, don't we ſay, Mr. ſuch a one has 
made a falſe ſtep? 

Buck, What then ? 

Kilteau, What then! think you that could ever have 
happen'd had he been expert in ha, ha? 

Buck. God, a good clever fellow this Domine ſo God 
ſo you ſee, if I have made any falſe ſteps, father may 
thank himſelf. Tf he had learnt me to ha ha, I ſhould 
have been as tight as a drom; but come in order to 
mend, let's begin, mounſeer, | 

Kitteau. I ſhall firſt, my lor, introduce you to a lady 
which you are to execute at three repriſes, as thus, firit 
low, ſecond more inclined, third to the ground, 

Buck, One, right leg firſt: one, two, three, will 
that do ? 


Kitreau, Pour le commencement well enough; but 11 


not overload your ſtomach, digeſt this for the preſent. 
To day I have brought you into company, to morrow 
I'll take you out of it, Serviteur, my lor. 

Buck, Servitor. 

Mr. Sab. Mr. Tilt, your fencing-maſter, 

Buck. Ay, come, let's have a bout. 

Tilt. Allons, monſieur, your bow, body ſtrait, and 
a little on your leſt thigh, your legs not ſo wide, your 
feet upon the ſame line, the point of your foil oppoſite 
your ſhoulder, your arm cloſer in, your left hand even 
with your eye, ſquare your ſhoulder, your head erect, 
countenance fierce, your body firm, prepare to attack 
in quart, puſh one, two, ha: recover yourſelf, — A- 
gain, your foot firm, one, two, —leap i in retreat, 
Now for a thruſt in tierce, let your ſword advance 
boldly from your body, effacez vatre corps!“ thrult, one, 
two, ha! one, two, ha !—retreat as before. -—Again, 
one, two, ha!—gard, gard, monſieur, garde! 

Buck. Ha | you ſou of a bitch, I'll quart and tierce 
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you, if you garde me again, I'll tip you a croſs-but- 
tock, that you won't find eaſy to guard [ can tell you 
that, | 

Mr. Sub. Ho, ſquire, tis only in practice. 

Buck But let him practiſe on ſome body elſe. 

Mr. Sub. We ſhall fee you again to morrow ; thus 
far your addreſs, now for your dreſs produce Mr. Dau- 
phine. Upon my word, in an elegant taſte, Sir; this 
gentleman has had the honour. 

Darph. To work for all the beaux eſprits of the court. 
My good fortune commenc'd by a ſmall alteration in a 
cut of the corner of the fleeve for count Crib; but 
the addition of a ninth plait in the fkirt of marſhal 
Tonerre, was applauded by madam Ja ducheſs Ram- 
douillet, and totally eftabliſh'd the reputation of your 
humble ſervant, 

Buck. Hold your jaw and Hſpatch. 

Mr. Sub. A word with you] don't think it impoſſi - 
ble to get you acquainted with madam de Rambouillet. 

Buck, An't ſne a papilt ? 

Mr. Sub. Undoubtedly. 

Buck. Then Il ha' nothing to ſay to her. 

Mr. Sub. Oh fie ! who minds the religion of a pretty 
woman? Beſides all this country are of the ſame. 

Buck. For that reaſon I don't care how ſoon I get 
out of it: come, let's get rid of you all as ſoon as we 

Tan. And what are you, hey? 
Barb. je ſuis peruquier, monſieur. 

Buck. Speak Engliſh, you fon of a whore. 

Barb, J am a perriwig-maker, Sir. 

Buck. Theg why could not you ſay fo at firſt ? What, 
are you aſham'd of your mother-tongue ? I knew this 
fellow was a puppy by his pig-tail. Come, let's ſee 
| Your handy work. | | 

Barb. As 1 found you were in a hurry, I have 
brought you, Sir, fomething that will do for the pre- 
ſent : but a peruque is a different ouvrage, another fort 
of a thing here, from what it is en Angleterre, We 
muſt conſult the colour of the complexion, and the 
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tour de viſage, the form of the face; for which end, 
it will be neceſſary to regard your countenance in dif- 
ferent lights—a little to the right, if you pleaſe, 

Buck. Why, you dog, d'ye think 1'll ſubmit to be 
exerciſed by you ? - 

Barb. Oh, mon dieu ! monſieur, if you don't it will 
be impoſſible to make your wig comm'il faut. 

Buck. Sirrah, ſpeak another French word, and I'll 
kick you down ſtairs. 

Barb. Gad's curſe! would you reſemble ſome of 
your countrymen, who, at their firſt importation with 
nine hairs of a fide to a brawny pair of cheeks, look 
like a Saracen's head! or elſe their water-gruel jaws 
ſank in a thicket of curls, appear, for all the- world, 
like a lark in a ſpoupdiſh ! 

Mr. Sub. Come, ſquire, ſubmit ; tis but for once, 

Buck, Well, what muſt I do? 

[ Places him in à chair. 

Barb, To the right, Sir; —- now to the left now 
your full—and now, Sir, I'Il do your buſineſs. 

Mr. Sub. Look at yourſelf a little; fee what a revo- 
lution this has occaſion'd in your whole figure, 

Buck, Yes! a bloody pretty figure indeed! but *tis a 
figure 1 am damnably aſham'd of: 1 would not be ſeen 
by Jack Wild fire or Dick Riot for fifty pounds, i in this 
trim, for all that, 

Mr. Sub. Upon my honour, dreſs greatly improves 
you, Your opinion, Mr. Claſſic. | 
Claſſ. They do mighty well, Sir; and in a little time 

Mr. Buck will be eaſy in them. 

Buck. Shall 1! Tam glad on't, for J am damnably 
uneaſy at preſent, Mr. Subile. What muſt J do now? 

Mr. Sub. Now, Sir, if you'll call upon my wife, 
you'll find Lucinda with her, and I'll wait on you pre- 
ſently. 

Buck, Come dens, domine! but harkee, Mr. Subtle, 
III out of my tramels, when J hunt with the King. 

Mr, Sab. Well! Well! 5 
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Buck, I'll on with my jemmys; none of your black 


bags and jack boots for me. 


Mr. Sub. No! no! 

Buck. I'll ſhew them the odds on't ! old filver-tail! I 
will ! hey! 

Mr. Sub. Ay! ay! 

Buck, Hedge, ſtake, or ſtile! over we go! 

Mr. Sub. Ay! but Mr. Claſſic waits. 

Buck, But d'ye think they'll follow? 

Mr. Sub. Oh no! impoſlible ! 

Buck, Did I tell you what a chace ſhe carry'd me laſt 
Chriſtmas eve, we unkennell'd at 

Mr. Sub. 1 am buſy now; at any other time. 

Buck. You'll follow us. I have ſent for my —_— 
and horſes. 

Mr. Sub. Have you? 

Buck, They ſhall make the tour of Europe with me: 
and then there's Tom Atkins the huntſman, the two 
whippers-in, and little Joey the groom comes with them, 
Dammy, what a ſtrange place they'll think this? But 
no matter for that; then we ſhall be company enough 
of ourſelves. But you'll follow us in? 

Mr. Sub. In ten minutes! — An impertinent jacka- 
napes! but I ſhall ſoon ha' done with bim. So, gentle- 
men; well, you ſee we have a good ſubject to work up- 
on. Harkee, Dauphine, I muſt have more than 20 
per cent out of that ſuit, 

Dauph. Upon my ſoul, Mr. Subtle, I can't. 

Mr. Sub, Why I have always that upon new. 

Dauph. New! Sir! why as I hope to be 


Mr. Sub. Come, don't lie; don't damn yourſelf, 


Dauphine ; don't be a rogue; did not 1 ſee at ma- 
dam Fripon's that waiſtcoat and fleeves yon colonel] 


Crambo ? ? | 7 


Dauph. As to the waiſtcoat and ſleeves, 1 own; 
but for the body and lining—may I never ſee 

Mr. Sub. Come, don't be a ſcoundrel : five and 
thirty, or I've done, 


Dauph. Well, if I muſt, J muſt. 
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Mr. Sub. Oh! Solitaire! I can't pay that draft of 
Mr. , theſe {ix weeks; 1 want money. 

Soli. Je ſuis dans le meme cas—Je—— 

Mr. Sub. What d'ye mutiny, raſcal ? About your 
buſineſs, or [Exeunt, 

I muſt keep theſe fellows under, or I ſhall have a fine 
time on't ; they know they can't do without me. | 

Enter Mrs. Subtle. 

Mrs. Sub. The Calais letters! my dear. 

Mr. Sas. ( Reads.) Ah! ah! Calaig—the Dover 
packet arrived laſt night, loading as follows: fix tay- 
lors, ditto barbers, five milliners, bound for Paris to ſtudy 
faſhions; four citizens come to ſettle here for a month 
by way of ſeeing the country; ditto their wives; ten 
French valets, with nine cooks, all from Newgate, 
where they had been ſent for robbing their maſters ; 
nine figure-dancers, exported in Seprember ragged and 
lean, imported well clad and in good caſe; twelve 
dogs, ditto bitches, with two monkies, and a litter of 
puppies from mother Midnight's in the Haymarket: a 
precious cargo! . Poſi/cript.- One of the coaſters is juſt 
put in, with his grace the duke of , my lord, and 
an old gentleman, whoſe name I can't learn. Gadſo! 
well, my dear, I muft run, and try to ſecure theſe cuſ- 
tomers; there s no time to be loſt: mean while 

Enter Claſſic. 
so, maſter Claſſic, what hare you left the young 
couple together? 

Claſſ. They want your lady hip s preſence, madam, 
for a ſhort tour to the Tuilleries. I have received ſome 
letters which I muſt anſwer immediately. 

Mr. Sub. Oh! well! well! no ceremony; we are 
all of a family, you know, Servant. [Exit. 

Claſſ. Roger! | 


Enter Roger. 
Rog. Anon! | f 

Claſſ. 1 have juſt received a letter from your old maſ- . 
ter; he was landed at Calais, and will be this evening 
at Paris. It is abſolutely neceſſary that this circumſtance 
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ſhould be conceal'd from his ſon; for which purpoſe 
you muſt wait at the Piccardy gate, and deliver a letter 
I ſhall give you, into his own hand, 

Rog. 1'll warrant you. 

Claſſ. But, Roger, be ſecret, 

Rog. Oh! lud! never you fear! 

Clafſ. So, Mr. Subtle, I ſee your aim. A pretty 
lodging we have hit upon ; the miſtreſs a commode, and 
the maſter a., But who can this ward be? poſſibly | 
the neglected punk of ſome riotous man of quality. 
*Tis lucky Mr. Buck's father is arriv'd, or my authori- 
ty would prove but an inſufficient match for my pupil's 
obſtinacy. This mad boy! how difficult, how difagree- 
able a taſk have 1 undertaken? And how general, yet 
how dangerous an experiment is it to expoſe our youth, 
in the very fire and fury of their blood, to all the fol- 
lies and extravagance of this fantaltic court? Far dif- 
ferent was the prudent practice of our forefathers, 


T hey ſcorn'd to truck, for baſe unmanly arts, 
Their native plainneſ;, and their honeſt hearts: 
Whene'er they deign'd to viſit haughty France, 
*Twas arm'd with bearded dart, and pointed launce. 
No pompous pageants lur'd their curious eye, 
No charms for them had fops or flattery ; > 
Paris they knew, their ſtreamers wav'd around, 
There Britons ſaw a Britiſh Harry cron d. 
Far other views attract our modern race, | 
Trulli, toupees, trinkets, bags, brocades and lace; 
A flaunting form, and a ficti tions face. 
Rouſe ! re-afſume ! refuſe a Gallic reign, 
Nor let their arts win that their arms could never gain. 


End of the fit ACT. 
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Enter Mr. Claſſic and Roger. 


Roger. 


. . maiſter's at a coffee · houſe next ſtreet, and will 


tarry till you ſend for un. 
Claſ. Bye and bye, in the duſk, bring him up the 
back ſtairs. You mult be careful that no-body ſees him, 
Rog. I warrant you. 
Claſſ. Let Sir John know, that I would wait on him 


myſelf, but I don't think it ſafe to quit the houſe an 
inſtant, 


Rog. Ay, ay. [Exit Roger, 
Call. 1 ſuppoſe, by this time, matters are pretty well 
ſertled within, and my abſence only wanted to accom- 
pliſh the ſcene; but I ſhall take care to——Oh! Mr, 
Subtle, and his lady. 
Enter Mr. and Mrs. Subtle, 

Mrs. Sub. Oh! delightfully! now, my deareſt, T 
hope you will no longer diſpute my abilities for forming 
a female, 

Mr. Sub. Never, never: how the baggage leer'd! 

Mrs. Sub. And the booby gap'd! 

Mr. Sub. So kind, and yet ſo coy; ſo free, but then 
ſo reſerv'd; oh! ſhe has him! 

Mrs. Sub. Aye! vye! the fiſh is hook'd; but then 
ſafely to land him. Is Claſſic ſaſpicious ? 

Mr. Sub. Not that I obſerve ; but the ſecret muſt 
ſoon be blaz'd. 

Mrs. Sub. Therefore diſpatch : I have laid a trap to 
enflame his affection. 

Mr. Sub. How? 


Mrs. Sub. He ſhall be treated with a diſplay of Lucy's 


talents; her ſinging, dancing. 
Mr, Sub. Pſhaw ! her finging and Snncing * 


Mrs. Sub. Ah! you don't know, huſband, half the 


force of theſe accompliſhments in a faſhionable figure. 


* 
| OE On 


2>- The ENGLISHMAN 


Mr. Sub. I doubt her execution. 

Mrs. Sub. You have no reaſon; ſhe does both well 
enough to flatter a fool; eſpecially with love for her 
ſecond : beſides, I have a coup de maitre, a ſure card, 

Mr. Sub. What's that ? 

Mrs. $46, A rival. 

Mr. Sub. Who? 

Mrs. Sub. The language - maſter: he may be eaſily e- 
quipt for the expedition; a ſecond-hand tawdry ſuit of 
cloaths, will paſs him on our countryman for a mar- 
quiſs; and then to excuſe his ſpeaking our language ſo 
well, he may have been educated early in England, 
But huſh ! the ſquire approaches; don' t ſcem to obſerve 
him, 


Enter Buck. 
For my part, I never ſaw any thing fo alter'd ſince 
I was born: in my conſcience, [ believe ſhe's in love 
with him. 
Buck. Huſh ! [ Ajide. ] 
Mr. Sub. D'ye think fo ? 
Mrs. Sub. Why, where's the wonder? He's a pretty, 
n0oo0d-humour'd, ſprightly fellow ; and, for the time, 
ſuch an improvement ! why he wears his cloaths as 
eaſily, and moves as genteely, as if he had been at Paris 
theſe twenty years. 
Mr. Sub. Indeed! how does he 3 
Mrs. Sub. Why he has had but three leſſons from 
Marſeil, and he moves already like Dupre. Oh! three 
months ſtay here, will render him a perfect model for 
the Engliſh court, 
Mr. Sub, Gadſo ! No wonder then, with theſe qua- 
lities, that he has caught the heart of my ward; but we 
mult take care that the girl does nothing imprudent. 
Mrs. Sub. Oh! diſmiſs your fears; her family, good- 
ſenſe, and more than all, her being educated under my 
eye, render them unnecellary ; beſides, Mr, Buck is 
too much a man of honour to 
| + [ He interrupis them 
Buck. Damn me, if I an't. 
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Mrs, Sub. Bleſs me! Sir! you here ! I did not ex- 
pect 


Mr. Buck was a man of honour. I wanted to have 
ſome chat with you, madam, in private, 

Mr. Sub, Then I'll withdraw. You ſee 1 dare truſt 
you alone with my wife. 

Buck. So you may ſafely ; I have other * in view. 
Servant, Mr. Subtle, 

Mrs. Sub. Now for a puzzling ſcene: 1 long to know 
how he'll begin, Well, Mr. Buck, your commands 
with me, Sir. 

Buck. Why, madam, — I ah—I ah—but let's ſhut the 
door: I was, madam,—ah ! ah! can't you gueſs what 
I want to talk about? 

Mrs. Sul. Not I, indeed, Sir. 

Buck. Well, but try; upon my ſoul I'll tell you, if 
you're right, 

Mrs. Sub. It will be impoſſible for me to divine: but 
come, open a little 1 

Buck. Why, have you obſerv'd nothing? 

Mrs. Sub. About who ? 

Buck, Why, about me! 

Mrs. Sub. Ves; you are new-dreſs'd, and your 
cloaths become you, 

Buck, Ves! pretty well; but it an't that. 

Mrs. Sub, What is it? 
- Buck, Why, ah! ah pon my ſoul, I can't bring 
it out. 

Mrs. Sub. Nay, then it's to no purpoſe to wait: write 
your mind. 

Buck, No! no! ſtop a moment, and I will tell. 
Mrs. Sub. Be expeditious, then. 

Buck. Why, I wanted to talk about Miſs Lucinda. 
Mrs, Sub. What of her? | 
Buck. She's a bloody fine girl; and I ſhould be glad 
to - 


Mrs. Sub, To—bleſs me! what! Mr. Buck! and. | 
in my houſe! oh! Mr. Buck, you have deceiv'd me! 
* N 


Buck, I beg pardon; but all that I heard was, that ys 
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little did-I think, that, under the appearance of ſo much 
honeſty, you could go to 

Buck. Upon my foul, you're miſtaken. 

Mrs. Sub. A poor orphan too! depriv'd in her ear- 
lieſt infancy of a father's prudence, and a mother's care, 

Buck. Why I tell you | 

Mrs. Sub. So ſweet, ſo lovely an ** her 
mind as ſpotleſs as her perſon. 

Buck. Hey - day 

Mrs. Sub, And me, Sir! where had you your 
thonghts of me? How dar'd you ſuppoſe that I would 
connive at ſuch a 

Buck. The woman's bewitch'd! - 

Mrs. Sub. I! whoſe untainted reputation the bliſter- 
ing tongue of ſlander never blaſted. Full fifieen years, 
in wedlock's ſacred bands, have I liv'd unreproach'd ; 
and now to 

Buck. Od's fury! ſhe's in heroics ! 

Mrs. Sub, And this from you too, whoſe fair outſide 
and bewitching tongue had ſo far lull'd my fears, I 
dar'd have truſted all my denghters, nay, myſelf too, 
fingly, with you. 

Buck, Upon my ſoul! and fo you might ſafely. 

Mrs. Sub. Well, Sir, and what have you to urge in 
your defence ? 

Buck, Oh! oh! what you are got pretty well to the 
end of your line, are you? And now, if you'll be 
quiet a bit, we may make a ſhift to underſtand one ano» 
ther a little. 

Mrs. Sub. Be quick, and eaſe me of my Oy 

Buck. Eaſe you of your fears ! 1 don't know how the 
devil you got them. All that I wanted to ſay was, that 
Miſs Lucy was a fine wench; and if ſhe was as willing 
as me, 

Mrs. Sub. Willing! sir! what dem omni | 

Buck. If you are in your airs again, I may as well 

- decamp. 
Mrs. Sub. I am calm; go on. 


Buck, Why that if ſhe lik'd me, as well as I 100 
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her, we might, perhaps, if you lik'd it u. be married 
together. 


Mrs. Sub. Oh! Sir! if that was indeed your drift, I | 


am ſatisfy d. But don't indulge your wiſh too much; 
there are numerous obſtacles; your father's conſent, 
the law of the land, 


Buck. What hows! ? | 

Mrs. Sub. All clandeſtine marriages are void in this 
country. 

Buck. Damn the country: in London now, a foot- 


man may drive to May-fair, and in five minutes be tack'd 
to a counteſs ; but there's no liberty here. 


Mrs. Sub. Some inconſiderate couples have indeed 


gone off poſt to proteſtant _ ; but I hope my ward 
will have more prudence. 


Buck, Well, well, leave that 1 to me. D'ye think ſhe 
likes me ? 


Mrs. Sub. Why, to deal candidly with of ks ſhe 


Buck. Does ſhe, by —— 

Mrs. Sub. Calm your tranſports, 

Buck. Well | but how ? She did not, did ſhe! hey! 
come now, tell — 

Mrs. Sub. 1 hear her coming; this is her hour for 
muſic and dancing. 

Buck. Could 1 not have a peep? 

Mrs. Sub. Withdraw to this corner. 

Enter Lucinda, with ſinging and dancing-maſters. 

Luc. The news; the news, monſieur Gamut ; I die, 
if I have not the firſt intelligence! what's doing at Ver- 
failles ? When goes the court to Marli? Does. Rameau 


write the next opera? What ſay the critics of Voltaire's 
duke de Foix? Anſwer me all in a breath! 


Buck. A brave-ſpirited girl ! ſhe'll take a five-barr'd 
gate in a fortnight. 


Gam, The converſation of the court your ladyſhip 


has engroſs'd, ever ſince you laſt honour'd it with your 


appearance. 


Luc, Oh! * flatterer! have I! well! and what 
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freſh victims? But 'tis impoſſible ; the ſan-ſhine of a 
northern beauty is too feeble to thaw the icy heart of a 
French courtier. 

Gam, What injuſtice to your own charms and our dif: 
cernment ! 

Luc. Indeed! nay, I care not; if I have fire enough 
to warm one Britiſh boſom, rule! rule! ye Paris bel- 
les ! I envy not your conqueſts. 

Mrs. Sub. Meaning you. 

Buck, Indeed! 

Mrs. Sub. Certain! 

Buck, Huſh ! 


Luc. But come, a truce to gallantry, Gamut, and 


to the buſineſs of the day: oh! I am quite enchanted 
with this new inſtrument; 'tis ſo languiſhing and ſo 
portable, and ſo ſoft and ſo filly : but come, for your 
laſt leſſon. 

Gam, D'ye like the words ? 

Luc. Oh! charming! they are ſo melting, and eaſy, 
and elegant. Now for a Coup d E ai. 

Gam. Take care of your expreſſion; let your eyes 
and addreſs accompany the ſound and ſentiment. 

Luc. But, dear Gamut, if I am out, don't interrupt 
me; correct me afterwards, 

Gam. Alons, commences. 


1. 
Pr: un matin liſette ſe leva, 
Et dans un beis Fn Sen alla. 
| Ta, la, la, ete. 
II. | 
Elle cherchoit des nids de ca de la, 
Dans un buiſſon le roſſignol chanta. 
a Ta, la, la, etc. 
5 III. 
Teut doucement elle 5'en approcha, 


Savez vous bien, ce quelle denicha. 
Ta, la, la. 
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IV. 


C etoit P amour, Þ amour Þ attendoit la, 


Le bel oiſeau dit elle que voila. 


V. 
La pauore enfant le prit, le careſſa, 
Sous ſon mouchoir en riant le placa. 


VI. 
San petit coeur auſſitot s'enflama, 
Elle gemit, et ne ſcait ce quelle a. 


VII. 
Elle Fen ua ſe plaindre a fon papa, 
En lui parlant la belle ſoupira. 


| VIII. 
Le bon papa qui ren doutoit deja, 
Lui dit je ſcais un remede a cela. 


IX, 


Il prit Þ amour, ler ailes Ini cube, 
D'un double noeud fertement le lia. 


X . 
Dans la voliere auffitet I enferma, 
Chantez fripon aut ant qu'il vous plaira. 
XI. 
Mais on n'a pas toujours ce ſecret la. 


| XII. 
Jeune beante que ] amour guetera, 


Craignez le tour qu'a liffetle il joua. 


Gam, Bravo! bravo! 
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Ta, la, la. 
Ta, la, la. 
Ta, la, la. 
T 1 la, la. 
Ta, la, la. 
Ta, la, la. 
Ta, la, la. 


Ta, la, la. 


Ta, la, os 


Buck, Bravo! braviſſimo! my lady, what was the 


ſong about ? 


C 3 
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Mrs. Sub. Love: *tis her own compoſing. 

Buck, What, does ſhe make verſes then? 

Mrs. Sub. Finely, I take you to be the ſubject of 
theſe. 

Buck, Ah! d'ye think ſo! gad! 1 thought by her 
ogling, 'twas the muſic- man himſelf, 

Luc. Well, Mr. Gamut; tolerably well, for fo 
young a ſcholar. 

Gam, Inimitzbly, madam! your ladyſhip's progreſs 
will undoubtedly fix my fortune. 

Enter Servant, 

Luc. Your ſervant, Sir. 

Ser. Madam, your dancing-maſter, monſieur Kitteau, 

Luc. Admit him. 

Enter Kitteau. 

Monſicur Kitteau, I can't poſſibly take leſſon this mor- 
ning, I am fo buſy; but if you pleaſe, I'll juſt hobble 
over a minuet by way of exerciſe. 

Enter a Servant. | After the dance, 

Serv. Monſieur le Marquis de 

Luc. Admit him this inſtant. 

Mrs. Sub, A lover of Lucinda, a Frenchman of fa» 
ſhion, und valt fortune, 

Buck. Never heed ; I'll ſoon do his bofineſs, 1 I'll 
warrant you, 


Enter Marquis. 

Luc. My dear marquis! 

Marg. Ma chere adorable ' tis an age ſince I ſaw you. 

Luc. Oh! an eternity but 'tis your own fault, 
though. 

Marg. My misfortune, ma princeſſe! but now I'll 
redeem my error, and root for ever here, 

Buck; I ſhall make a ſhift to tranſplant you, I believe. 

Luc. You can't conceive how your abſence has dif. 
treſs'd me. Demand of theſe gentlemen the melancholy 
mood of my mind. 

Marg. But now that I am arriv'd, we'll dance and 
ſing, and drive care to the——ha ! Monficur Kitteau |! 
have you practis'd this morning? 
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Luc. T had juſt given my hand to Kitteau before you 
came. 

Marg. I was in hopes that honour would have been 
reſerv'd for me. May I flatter myſelf that your ladyſhip 
will do me the honour of venturing upon the fatigue of 
another minuet this morning with me ? 

Enter Buck briskly. Takes her hand, 

Buck. Not that you know of, monſieur. 

Marg. Hey! diable! quelle bete ! 

Buck. Harkee, monfieur Ragout, if you repeat that 


word bete, 1 ſhall make you ſwallow it again, as 1 did 


laſt night one of your countrymen, 

Marg. Quel ſauvage! 

Buck. And another word; as I know you can ſpeak 
very good Engliſh, if you will; when you don't, I ſhall 
take it for granted you're abuſing me, and treat you ac- 
cordingly. 

Marg. Cavalier enough! But you are protected here. 
Madamoiſelle, who is this officious gentleman ? How 
comes he intereſted ? Some relation, I ſuppoſe ! 

Buck. No ; I'm a lover. 

Marg. Oh! oh! a rival! eh morblen ! a dangerous 
one too. Ha! ha! well, monſieur, what, and I ſup- 
pole you preſume to give laws io this lady; and are de- 
termin'd, out of your very great and fingular affection, 
to knock down every mortal ſhe likes, 4-la-mode d- 
Angleterre; hey! monſieur roaſt- beef! ; 

Buck. No; but I intend that lady for my wife ; con- 
ſider her as ſuch; and don't chuſe to have her ſoil'd by 


the impertinent addreſſes of every French fop, A. la- 


made de Paris, Monſieur Fricaſly ! 

Marg. Fricaſſy! 

Buck. We. e 

Luc. A truce; a truce, J beſeech you, gentlemen: it 
ſeems I am the golden prize for which you plead; pro- 
duce your pretenſions; you are the repreſentatives of 
your reſpective countries; begin, marquis, for the ho- 
nour of France: let me hear what advantages I am to 
derive from a conjugal union with you. 
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Marg. Abſtracted from thoſe which I think are pret- 
ty viſible ; a perpetual reſidence in this paradiſe of plea- 
fures ; to be the object of univerſal adoration; to ſay 
what you pleaſe, go where you will, do what you like, 
form faſhions, hate your huſband, and let him ſee it; 
indulge your galant, and Jet other know it; run in 
debt, and oblige the poor devil to pay it. He! ma 
chere I there ace pleaſures for you. 

Luc. Bravo! marquis I theſe are allurements for a 
woman of ſpirit ; but don't let us conclude too haſtily; 
hear the other ſide: what have you to offer, Mr. Buck, 
in favour of England ? 

Buck. Why, madam, for a woman of ſpirit, they 
give you the ſame advantages in London as at Paris, 
with a privilege forgot by the marquis, an indiſputable 
right to cheat at cards, in ſpight of detection. 

Mar. Pardon me, Sir, we have the fame; but I 
thought this privilege ſo known and univerſal, that twas 
needleſs to mention it. 

Buck. You'll give vp nothing, T find ; but to tell you 
my blunt thovghts, in a word, if any woman can be 
ſo abandon'd, as to rank among the comforts of ma- 
trimony, the privilege of hating her huſband and the li- 
berty of committing every folly and every vice contain- 
ed in your catalogue, ſhe may ſtay ſingle for me; for 
damn me, if I'm a huſband fit for her humour; that's 
all. __ 
Marg. I told you, madamoiſelle! 

Luc. But ſtay, what have you to offer as counterba- 
Jance for theſe pleaſures ? 

Buck. Why, I have, madam, courage to protect 
you, good - nature to indulge your love, and health e- 
nough to make galants uſeleſs, and too good a fortune 

to render running in debt e Find that * if 
you can. 

Marg. Bagatelle! 

Luc. Spoke with the ſincerity of a Briton; and as I 
don't perceive that I ſhall have any uſe for the faſliion- 
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able liberties you propoſe, you'll pardon, marquis, 
my national prejudice, here's my hand, Mr Buck. 

Buck. Servant, monheur } 

Marg. Serviteur ! 

Buck. No offence ! 

Marg. Not in the leaſt; Þ am only afraid the repu- 
tation of that lady's taſte will ſuffer a little; and to ſhew 
her at once the difference of her choice, the preference, 
which if beſtow'd on me, would not fail to exaſperate 
you, I ſupport without murmuring ; fo, that favour 
which would probably have provok'd my fate, is 40 
your protection. Voila la politeſſe Francoiſe, madam; 
have the honour to be Bon jour, monſieur, Lie 
de rot, Exit Marg. 

Buck. The fellow bears it well. Now if you'll give 


me your hand, we'll in, and ſettle matters with Mr. 


Subtle, | 
Luc. 'Tis now my duty to obey, 
Enter Roger, peeping about. 
Rog. The coaſt is clear ; Sir, Sir, you may come in 
now, maſter Claſſic, 
Enter Mr. Claſſic and the Father, L 
Call. Roger, watch at the door. I wiſh, Sir John, 


[Exeunt. 


I ceuld give you a more chearful welcome, but we have 


no time to loſe in ceremony; you are arrived in the cri- 
tical minute; two hours more would have plac'd the in- 
conſiderate couple out of the reach of purſuit, 
Fath. How can I acknowlege your kindneſs? You 
have preſerv'd my ſon ; you have ſav'd 
Claſſ. 1 have done my duty; but of that 
Rog. Maiſter and the young woman's coming. 
Claſſ. Sir John, place yourſelf here, and be a witneſs 
how near a criſis is the fate of your family, 
Enter Buck and Lucinda. 
Buck. Pſhaw ! what ſignifies her? *Tis odds whe- 
ther ſhe'd conſent, from the fear of my father. Be- 
ſides, ſhe told me, we could never be married here; 


and ſo pack up a few things, and we'll off in a poll⸗ 


chaiſe direct ly. 
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Luc. Stay, Mr. Buck, let me have a moment's re- 
flection, M hat am I about! contriving in concert with 
the molt profligate couple that ever diſgrac'd human na- 
ture, to impoſe an indigent orphan on the ſole repre- 
ſentative of a wealthy and honourable family! is this a 
character becoming my birth and education? What mult 
be the conſequence ? Sure detection and contempt, con- 


tempt even from him, when his paſſions cool.—I have 
reſolv'd, Sir. 


Buck, Madam. 


Luc. As the expedition we are upon the point of tak- 
ing is to be a laſting one, we ought not to be over- 
baſty i in our reſolution. 


Buck, Pſhaw ! ſtuff! when a thing's reſolv'd, the 
ſooner 'tis over the better. 


Luc. But before'it is abſolutely reſoly'd, give me leave 


to beg an anſwer to two queſtions, 


Buck, Make haſte then. | 

Luc. What are your thoughts of me? 

Buck. Thoughts! nay, I don't know; why that you 
are a ſenſible, civil, handſome, handy girl, and will 
make a deviliſh good wife. That's all I think. 

Luc. But of my rank and fortune ? 


Buck. Mr. Subtle ſays they are both great ; but that's 


no buſineſs of mine, I was always determin'd to marry 


for love. 


Luc. Generouſly ſaid ! my birth, 
diſgrace you; but for my fortude, your friend, Mr, 


| 
I believe, won't 


Subtle, I fear has anticipated you there. 


Buck. Much good may, it do him ; I have enough for 


both; but we loſe time, and may be prevented, 
Luc, By whom? 


Buck. By Domine; or perhaps father may come? 


then. 


Luc. Your father on think he would prevent you 


Buck. Perhaps be would. 
Euc. And why? 


Buck, Nay, i don” t know; but pſhaw! 'zooks! this 


is like ſaying one's catechiſe. 
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's re · Luc. But don't you think your father's conſent ne- 
t with ceſſary ? 

im na- Buck. No! why 'tis I am to be married, and not he. 
repre- But come along, old fellows love to be obſtinate; but 
this a eccod I am as muliſh as he; and to tell you the truth, 
t muſt if he had propos'd me a wife, that would have been rea- 
„con- ſon enough to make me diſlike her; and 1 don't think 


| have 1 ſhould be half ſo hot about marrying you, only 1 
thought *twould plague the old fellow damnably. So, 
my pretty partner, come along ; let's have no more— 

of tak- Enter Father and Claſſic. 

 over- Fath. Sir, I am oblig'd to you for this declaration, 
as, to it I owe the entire ſubjection of that paternal 

d, the weakneſs, which has hitherto ſuſpended the correQion 

your abandon'd libertiniſm has long provok'd. You 

have forgot the duty you owe a father, diſclaim'd my 
protection, cancell'd the natural covenant between us; 

'tis time I now ſhould give you up to the guidance of 
your own guilty paſſions, and treat you as a ſtranger to 
my blood for ever. 

Buck. 1 told you what would happen if he ſhould 
come; but you may thank yourſelf, 

Fath. Equally weak as wicked, the dupe of a raw 
giddy girl, But proceed, Sir; you have nothing far- 
ther to fear from me; compleat your project, and add 
her ruin to your own. ; 

Buck. Sir, as to me, you may ſay what you pleaſe; 
but for the young woman, ſhe does not deſerve it; but 
now ſhe wanted me to get your conſent, and told me 
that ſhe had never a penny of portion into the bargain, 
gs Fath. A ſtale, obvious artifice ! ſhe knew the diſco- 

f very of the fraud muſt follow cloſe on your inconſider- 

ome? ate marriage, and would then plead -the merits of her 

vent you IM prior candid diſcovery: the lady, doubtleſs, Sir, has 
other ſecrets to diſcloſe; but as her cunning reveal'd the 
firſt, her policy will reſerve the reſt, 
Las. What ſecrets ? 


pks ! this Buck. Be quiet, I tell you; let him alone, and he ll 
cool of himſelf by and by. 
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Luc. Sir, I am yet the protectreſs of my own honour; 
in juſtice to that, I muſt demand an explanation. What 
ſecrets, Sir! 

_ Fath. Oh! perhaps a thouſand ! but I am to blame 
to call them ſecrets; the cuſtoms of this gay country 
give ſanction, and ſtamp merit upon vice; and vanity 
will here proclaim what modeſty would elſewhere bluſh 
to whiſper, 

Luc. Modeſty !—You ſuſpect my virtue then 

_Fath, You are a lady; but the fears of a father may 
be permitted to neglect a little your plan of politeneſs 
therefore to be plain; from your reſidence in this houſe, 
from your connexion with theſe people, and from the 


ſcheme which my preſence has interrupted, I have ſuſpi- 


cions——of what nature, aſk yourſelf. 

Luc. Sir, you have reaſon, appearances are againſt 
me, I confeſs, but when you have heard my melancho- 
ly tory, you'll own you bave wrong'd me, and learn 
to pity her whom now you hate. 

Fath. Madam, you miſemploy your time; there tell 
your ſtory, there it will be believ'd; I am too knowing 
in the wiles of women, to be ſoften'd by a ſyren tear, 
or impos'd on by an artful tale. 

Luc. But hear me, Sir, on my knee, I beg it, nay 


1 demand it, you have wrong'd me, and mult do me 


juſtice. 
Clas. I am ſure, madam, Sir John, will be glad to 
find his fears are falſe, but you can't blame him. 

Luc. I don't, Sir, and I ſhall but little treſpaſs on his 
patience: when you know, Sir, that 1 am the orphan of 
an honourable and once wealthy family, u m her fa- 
ther, miſguided by pernicious politics, brought with him, 
in her earlieſt infancy, to France, that dying here, he 
bequeath'd me, with the poor remnant of our ſhatter'd 
fortune, to the direction of this rapacious pair; I am 
ſure you'll tremble for me. | 

Fath. Go on! | 

Luc. But when you know that plunder'd of the little 
fortune left me, I was reluctantly compell'd to aid this 
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plot; forced to comply under the penalty of deepeſt 


want; without one hoſpitable roof to ſhelter me, with- 


out one friend io comfort or relieve me; you mult, you 
can't but pity me. | 

Fath, Proceed! . 

Luc. To this when you are told, that, previous to 
your coming, I had determined never to wed your fon, 
at leaſt without your knowlege and conſent, I hope your 
juſtice then will credit and acquit me. 

Fath. Madam, your tale is plauſible and moving, I. 
hope tis true; here comes the explainers of this riddle, 
Enter Mr. and Mrs. Subtle. 

Mr. Sub. Buck's father! 

Fath. I'll take ſome other time, Sir, to thank you for 
the laſt proofs of your friendſhip to my family; in the 
mean time, be fo candid as to inſtruct us in the know- 
lege of this lady, whom, it ſeems, you have choſen for 
the partner of my ſon. 

Mr. Sub. Mr. Buck's partner—1 choſe ä 


= 


1 

Fath. No equivocation, or reſerve, your plot's re- 
yeal'd, known to the bottom; who is the lady ? 

Mrs. Sub. Lady, Sir,—the lady's a * Sir. 

Fath. By what means? 

Mr. Sub. By her father and mother, 

Fath. Who are they, Sir ? 

Mr. Sub. Her mother was of —I forget her maiden 
name. 

Fath, You han? t "ION he father's ? 

Mr. Sub. No! no! no!. 

Fath, T 99 it then. 

Mr. Su“, She has told it you, 1 ſuppole. 


Fath. No matter, I mult have i it Sir from you; here's 
ſome myſtery. 


Mr, Sub. 'T was worthy. | 
Fath. Not the daughter of Sir Gilbert, 
Mr. Sub. You have it. ; 
Fath. My poor girl! I indeed, have wrong'd, but 
will redreſs you, and pray, Sir, after the many preſſing 
D 
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letters you received from me, how came this truth con 
cealed ? #But I guels your motive; dry up your tears, 
Lucinda, at laſt you have found a father, Hence ye 
degenerate, ye abandon'd wretches, who, abuſing the 
confidence of your country, unite to plunder thoſe ye 
promiſe to protect. 

Luc, Am I then juſtified ? 

Fauth. You are, your father was my firſt and firmeſt 
friend, I mourn'd his loſs; and long have ſought. for 
thee in vain, Lucinda. 

Buck. Pray han't I ſome merit in finding her, ſhe's 
mine by the cuſtom of the manor. 

Fath. Yours—Firſt ſtudy to deſerve her; ſhe's mine, 
Sir, I have juſt redeem'd this valuable treaſure, and ſhall 
not truſt it in a ſpendthrift's hands, 

Buck, What would you have me do, Sir? 

Fath. Diſclaim the partners of your riot, poliſh your 
manners, reform your pleaſures, and before you think 
of governing others, learn to direct yourſelf. And 
now, my beauteous ward, we'll for the land where firſt 
you ſaw the light, and there endeavour to forget the long 
long bondage you have ſuffer'd here; 1 ſappoſe, Sir, 
we ſhall have no difficulty i in perſuading you to accom- 
pany us; it is not in France I am to hope for your re- 
formation. I have now learn'd, that he who tranſports 
a profligate ſon to Paris, by way of mending his man- 
ners, only adds the vices and follies of that country to 
thoſe of his own, \ 
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t for ESCAPE D from my guardian's tyrannical ſway, f 
5 By a fortunate voyage on a proſperous day, 

ſhe's I am landed in England, and now muſt endeavour, 
; By ſome means or other, to curry Jour favour, 

mine, 
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Of what uſe to be freed from a Gallic ſubjedion, 
Unleſs I'm fecure of a Britiſh protection. 
Without caſh,—but one friend—and he too juſt made, 
1 your Wh Foad Poe a mind 10 ſet up fome trade; _ 
think W OF what fort ! in the papers I'll publiſh a puff 

And Which won't fail to procure me cuſtom enough 2 
re firſt WW « That a lady from Paris is lately arriv'd 
e long “ 1/hþo with exquiſite art has nicely contriv'd 
e, Sir, “ The beſt paint for the face, — the beſt paſte for the hands, 
ccom- We A water for freckles, for fluſhings, and tans. 
our re- “ She can teach you the melior coeffeure for the head, 
nſports “ To liſþ—amble—and ſimper—and put on the red; 
s man-“ To rival, Io rally, to backbite, and ſneer, © 
ntry to 8 that they already know pretty well here, 

F » 9 

4 The beaux ſhe inſiructs to bow with a grace, 
« The happieſt ſhrug, — the neweſt grimace, 
« To parler Francois, ib, flatter, and dance, 
" Which is very near all the! they teachrye in France, 


« Not a buck, nor a blood, through the whole Engli fb 


« nation, pete 
« But his roughneſs ſhe'll 2 often, his figure gel 2 . - 
« The meereſt John trot in a week you ſhall zee 4 
« Bien poli bien frize tout a fait un marquis.“ 
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EPILOGUE. 


What d'ye think of my plan, is it form'd to your gout ? 
May I hope for diſciples in any of you. 
Shall I tell you my thoughts, without guile, without art, 
Though abroad Poe been bred, I have Britain at heart, 
Then take this advice which I give for her ſake, 
You'll gain nothing by any exchange you can make, 
In a country of commerce, tos great the expence 
For their baubles and bows, to give your good ſenſe. 


ut ? 


art, 


